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rubbed his pince-nez, sniffed in the scent of the verbenas,
and smiled a self-conscious, constrained smile
When her outburst of delight had subsided, Gorchakov
carefully but firmly released her fingers from his neck and,
putting his arm across her shoulders, turned her lightly
round:
" Olga, this is my friend Listnitsky."
" Listnitsky ? I'm very glad to meet you. My husband
has told me about you," she said, running her smiling eyes
over him.
They went back together to the house, Gorchakov's hairy
hand with its ugly nails rested around his wife's slender
waist. Listnitsky glanced covertly at that hand, and felt
childishly unhappy, as though he had been tin justly and
seriously injured by someone. He stared at the silky skin
of her cheeks, at the rosy shell of her tiny ear, half-hidden
by a strand of rusty gold hair. His eyes slipped to the
opening of her gown at her chest, and he saw a swelling
milky-white breast and a tiny brown nipple. Occasionally
she turned her light blue eyes to him, and their glance was
kindly and friendly. But he was pricked with an irritating
pain when those same eyes, turned to her husband's swarthy
face, lit up with a very different light,
Only at dinner-time was Listnitsky ublo thoroughly to
observe his friend's wife. In her shapely figure and her face
was that facing, waning beauty which blooms in a woman
who has seen her thirtieth autumn. But in her humorous,
rather chilly eyes, and in her movements she still retained
an unexpended reserve of youthfulness* Her face with its
soft, attractively irregular lines, was perhaps quite ordinary.
But one contrast struck the eyes at once ; she had fine, dark
red, parchingly hot lips, such as are found only among the
swarthy women of the south, but her skin was transluccntly
rosy and her eyebrows were fair, She laughed freely, but her
smile seemed studied. Her low voice was toneless and lacking
in light and shade. To Listnitsky, who for two months had
seen no women except bedraggled nurses, she seemed
exaggeratedly beautiful He stared at her proudly carried
head, at the heavy knot of hair, answered questions ineptly,
and soon, pleading fatigue, retired to his room*